i8         THE  INDIAN   SCENE
way in and out the crowds in the newest motor-cars; and other handsome carriages, shuttered or curtained, suggest the presence of the purdah women. There is an incessant hubbub; the slightest transaction appears to require the unloosing simultaneously of all tongues in a wide circle of disinterested spectators, as well as among those immediately concerned. The atmosphere is hot and heavy, and one's collar subsides at the slightest effort. There is an all-pervading smell, not fetid or disagreeable, but distinctly exotic. There are innumerable blue crows, who appear to live on the most amiable terms with the human inhabitants, and keep up an incessant chorus if the human din for a moment subsides.
The houses are as various as the people. The European part of Bombay might be Vienna slightly orientalized. The native is a grand jumble of all styles, but it